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Our  Minister's  Birthday 

Cast  of  Characters 

Rev.  Timothy  Matthews  Fifty  years  old  to-day 

Keturah  Matthews   His  wife 

Mrs.  Robinson  Jackaway  Organist  in  the  church 

RowENA  Jackaway   Her  promising  daughter 

Squire  Dawson       I  Prominent  trustees  and  committe  on 

Philomon  Stump      >   w  ^  ^     ^x.      •  •  ^ 

I  birthday  present  for  the  mmister 

Temperance  Rivers  J 

Professor  McWiggle  Director  of  the  choir 

Retta  Dupree  The  leading  soprano 

Olga  Dillahay  The  contralto 

Maria  Mulberry  1 

Alberta  Shrubb    >  Officers  of  the  Ladies'  Aid 

Pansy  Greenleaf  J 

Riley  Crackers  ;  A  deserving  sexton 

Sally  Crackers   His  better  half 

Timothy  Winkle  Secretary  of  the  Vacuum  Cleaners'  Convention 

Tommy  Swift   .  A  messenger  boy 

Members  of  the  Choir,  the  Ladies'  Aid  and  others  of  the  church. 

SCENE— The  action  of  the  piece  is  supposed  to  take  place  in  the  church. 

The  strawberry  festival  is  in  progress  in  the  grove  outside  and  the 
stage  is  set  to  represent  the  parlor  or  reception  room  of  the  church. 


MUSICAL  NUMBERS 

PART  I 

1.  Overture  

2.  Our  Song  of  Thanksgiving  , 

3.  Pillars  of  the  Church  

4.  Counting  Up  the  Profits  

5.  The  Weaker  Sex   

6.  The  Bells  of  Bethany   .  , 

7.  Many  Happy  Returns  of  the  Day  

PART  II 


1.  Lost,  Strayed  or  Stolen  Opening  Chorus 

2.  The  Little  Church  Mouse   Sexton  and  Ladies'  Aid 

3.  Backward,  Turn  Backward   Solo  by  Minister 

4.  When  the  Minister  Comes  to  Tea  Maria  and  Ladies'  Aid 

5.  The  Roses'  Dream  Rowena  and  Choir 

6.  Stop  !  Let  Me  Think   Committee  and  Chorus 

7.  Every  Little  Birthday  Duet  by  Riley  and  Sally 

8.  His  Birthday  Hat  Finale  Chorus 
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 Orchestra  or  Piano 

 Opening  Chorus 

....  Song  by  Committee 
,  .  .  Chorus  by  Ladies'  Aid 
Mrs.  Jackaway  and  Chorus 

 Chorus  by  Choir 

 Ensemble  Chorus 


COSTUMES 


MATTHEWS— Long  Prince  Albert  coat  and  black  trousers.  White  vest  and  tie.  Hair  powdered 
grey  and  short  grey  side  whiskers. 

Mc WIGGLE— Black  cutaway  coat,  low  cut  white  vest  and  high  stand-up  collar,  with  striking  neck- 
tie.   Hair  brushed  up  in  imitation  of  eccentric  musicians  and  a  blonde  mustache. 

COMMITTEE— All  wear  long  old  style  swallow  tail  coats,  high  plug  hats  and  old-fashioned  stock  and 
dickie.  If  wigs  can  be  easily  obtained,  wear  full  bald  wigs.  Each  have  large  bandanna  handkerchief 
sticking  out  of  top  pocket  and  Squire  wears  a  very  loud  vest  with  immense  watch  chain  dangling  from 
pocket.    Rivers  wears  smoked  eye-glasses. 

RILEY— Black  cutaway  coat,  much  worn  and  dark  striped  trousers.    Grey  hair  and  grey  whiskers. 

WINKLE— Light  suit,  loud  vest,  high  collar,  red  necktie  and  a  huge  ''diamond"  pin. 

MRS.  JACKAWAY— Very  much  overdressed  with  much  jewelry.  Wears  a  large  fancy  ornament  in 
her  hair  and  carries  bag  with  powder  puff  which  she  uses  at  intervals. 

ROWENA — Has  the  appearance  of  one  trying  to  be  very  stylish  with  her  hair  done  up  in  some 
extreme  fashion.    Carries  a  music  roll. 

MARIA— Much  puffed  up  with  her  own  importance  and  wears  nose  glasses.  Fashionable  dress  and 
getup. 

PANSY  and  ALBERTA— Large  figured  dresses,  slightly  old  style.    Large  lace  collars. 
RETTA  and  OLGA— Fashionable  dresses  in  some  light  evening  shades. 
KETURAH  and  SALLY— Neat  black  dresses  with  white  collars  and  cuffs. 
TOMMY— Usual  messenger  boy  costume.    Moves  without  much  ambition. 

N.  B.  — If  thought  advisable  the  whole  cast  can  be  costumed 
in  the  quaint  costumes  and  get-ups  of  fifty  years  ago. 


SUGGESTIONS 

Always  have  a  prompter  at  either  side  to  insure  prompt  entrances  and  insist  that  the  dialogue  be 
memorized  letter  perfect  at  least  three  rehearsals  before  performance  and  do  not  allow  any  books  at  the 
last  rehearsals. 

If  possible  have  a  printed  program,  showing  the  characters  and  musical  numbers.  Usually  adver- 
tisements can  be  obtained  to  more  than  pay  for  it  and  it  adds  also  to  the  success  of  the  rendition.  If 
printed  program  is  used  do  not  print  the  sub-title,  viz:  "or  The  New  Silk  Hat"  thereon.  The  audience 
had  better  be  kept  in  the  dark  as  to  this  until  it  is  disclosed  in  the  action. 

It  is  essential  to  the  success  of  any  composition  that  it  be  played  with  earnestness  and  gravity 
throughout.  Make  the  audience  feel  that  the  occurences  are  actually  taking  place.  Many  amateurs  are 
inclined  to  laugh  at  each  others  funny  lines  or  actions,  thereby  spoiling  the  effect  on  the  audience.  If 
you  are  to  impersonate  some  character,  try  to  imagine  just  how  this  character  would  act  in  real  life  and 
then  act  that  character  all  over.  Make  yourself  feel  that  you  are  actually  that  person  and  you  have 
then  acquired  the  secret  of  the  art  of  acting. 


Our  Minister  s  Birthday. 

 ©®  

Note.— Public  performance  prohibited,  unless  producers  have  complied  with  requirements  as  published  on  first  page. 

 ®©  

{At  the  beginning,  enter  the  Ladies^  Aid  with  Professor  and  Choir  and  entire  cast.  All  are  sup- 
posed to  have  just  come  from  the  Strawberry  Festival  given  by  the  Ladies^  Aid.) 

No.  1.  OVERTURE. 

No.  2.    OPENING  CHORUS. 

OUR  SONG  OF  THANKSGIVING. 


Unison.  With  spirit. 
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1.  0    give  thanks  all  ye   peo  -  pie    un  -  to     the  Lord,  And  to  heav  -  en    sing  prais-  es  with 
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cord;  From  the  land  and     sea   let   a  might -y   throng  Make  heaven's  arch -es 


t4 


m  9  


Solo— Bass  or  Male  Voices. 
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thanks-giv-  ing  song.  Brave  men    of    His  king-  dom,  may  this     be  your 
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ring   with  a 
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boast. 
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^  Solo— Soprano  or  Female  Voirei^. 
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To  your  lead 
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er    be   loy  -  al,    Je  -  ho  -  vah  of  Hosts:  And  for  -  ev  -  er     to  stand  for  the 

I        I  I     r*fl  ^  I    ^.        I  -p. 
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Our  Song  Of  Thanksgiving.— Concluded. 


All  Voices  in  unison. 
 N     N     I      N     .  L 
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right,  That  we  force  all  the  e  -  vil  to     flight  Yes,  for- ev  -  er  we'll  stand  for  the  right, 


e  marcato. 
\  !         N  ^ 


Full  Chorus. 

Unison  or  in  Parts,  ad  lib. 
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And  we'll  force  ev  -  'ry 


e  -  vil  to 


flight.        Then  sing    a    song     of    grate  -  ful 
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thanks,    of   joy  -  ful  praise,  with  one  ac-  cord,  Let  the  North  and  South,  let  the  East  and  West, 
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roll    the  might  -  y  song 
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For     the  earth 
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her 
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won-drous  wealth,  and   the  breez  -  es      are  teem -ing  with  life  -  giv  -  ing  health,  May 
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heav-en's    re-sound  with   a   cho  -  rus  strong,  with  the  mu  -  sic   of    our   thanks-giv-ing  song. 


Maria — Well,  I'm  certainly  glad  you've  all  come  with  me.  Now  I  think  the  committee  will  pay 
some  attention  to  our  objections. 

Alberta— What  do  you  think  they  were  thinking  of  giving  him?  A  smoking  jacket!  Would  you 
believe  it?    A  smoking  jacket  for  a  birthday  present  for  a  minister. 

Pansy— And  he's  never  touched  tobacco  in  his  life.  ^ 

Professor— What  did  they  say  when  you  objected? 

Maria — Squire  Dawson  said  it  was  either  that  or  slippers.    They  said  that's  all  they  could  think  of. 

Alberta— And  as  they  expected  to  spend  twenty-five  dollars  for  the  present,  they  didn't  want  to 
buy  twenty -five  dollars'  worth  of  slippers  so  they  had  to  fall  back  on  the  smoking  jacket.  Hush!  here 
they  come.    {The  committee  stalk  in  ieilh  airs  of  much  importance.) 

Philomon — We  hear  there  is  some  objection  to  our  choice  of  a  present  for  the  minister. 

Maria — Oh!  no!    Not  the  least  objection.    We  have  the  utmost  confidence  in  your  ability. 

Squire — We're  glad  you  have,  because  we've  just  left  a  meeting  of  the  board  of  trustees  and  three 
of  them  have  threatened  to  leave  the  church  if  we  didn't  take  up  with  their  suggestions. 

Temperance— One  said  give  an  easy  chair,  another  said  a  silver  tea  service  and  another  said  we 
could  raise  enough  money  for  an  automobile,  a  little  runabout. 

All — (Exclaiming)    Oh!  Never!  Impossible! 

Maria— What  did  you  decide  on  ? 

Committee— That's  our  secret. 

Philomon — Yes,  for  various  reasons  which  we  cannot  now  divulge,  we  must  keep  it  a  secret  for  a 
short  time. 

Squire— How  much  will  you  make  on  the  strawberry  festival? 

Maria— About  fifteen  dollaro.  We  haven't  counted  it  yet,  but  we  wont  pass  it  over  unless  your 
selection  meets  with  our  approval. 

Temferance— (Whispers  to  Maria)   Stay  after  the  others  go  and  I'll  tell  you,  if  you'll  promise  not  to 

tell. 

Squire— We  must  have  a  lot  more  money  than  that.  Professor,  can't  the  choir  get  up  an  entertain- 
ment and  raise  some  money  ? 

Professor— The  Choir's  always  ready  to  do  their  part.    Am  I  right  in  that  ? 
Choir— (7n  concert)  You  can  count  on  us. 

Squire— Fine!  Fine!  Start  right  in  then,  and  trust  in  the  committee  to  make  a  selection  to  suit 
every  one.  (As  they  go,  Maria  is  the  last  one  out  and  hastily  ivhispers  with  Temperance.  She  then  seems  very  much 
pleased  and  claps  her  hands  exclaiming,  ''Lovely!  it's  just  the  thing.") 

(Enter  the  Minister  hurriedly.) 

Minister  What's  the  matter  in  the  board?  I've  just  met  three  trustees  and  they  all  threaten  to 
leave  the  church. 

Temperance— Didn't  they  tell  you  the  reason? 

Minister— No,  that's  why  I  came  here.    {Philomon  draws  Esquire  to  one  side.) 

FmhOMON—  (Aside  to  Squire)   We  can't  tell  him.    If  we  do,  he'll  know  about  the  birthday  present. 

SquiHE  — (Nodding  his  head)  I'll  explain  it.  (To  the  minister)  Well,  you  see,  it  was  this  way.  One 
said  that  he  objected  and  another  thought  his  plan  would  be  better  and  we  said  the  best  thing  to  do 
would  be  to  decide  at  once,  and  of  course  there  was  a  few  that  were  undecided  and  that's  the  principal 
reason  why  we  decided  not  to  postpone  the  matter.  Now  you  understand,  don't  you?  (Tliey  are  gradu- 
ally pushing  him  off.)    It's  perfectly  plain. 

Temperance— We'll  be  around  to  see  you  later. 

Philomon— Good  day!   Remember  us  to  the  family. 

No.  3.    SONG — Committee. 

PILLARS  OF  THE  CHURCH. 

M    Unison.  M.  M.  J  =  132.  I 

JIM^ —  I  I         I  I  I     !     I  I  I    J  — I — \ — \  I  I  ^-=1 

W~^-f-^' — i^=s-^^=>=t-^ — — p^p-^^ — i — i 

1.  A       great  big  thing  like  a  great  big  church.  Needs  some-thing  big    to   con  -  sort  it, 

2.  There's  questions  grave  that  will  oft'  come  up.  That's  the  time  big  men      are      need  -  ed, 

3.  We       an  -  a  -  lyze    ev-'ry  prob-lem  deep.  No        mat-ter  what  it's   di  -  men- sions. 


Pillars  of  the  Church.— Concluded. 


1 


And  a  pil  -  lar  here  and  a  pil  -  lar  there  Are  the  men  like  us  that  sup-port  it. 
Then  they  seek  us  out  when  there's  a  -  ny  doubt  Our  ad -vise  is  sure  to  be  heed- ed. 
And  we  look    so   wise  that  they  shrink  in  size  Our  mis- takes  are  too  scarce  to  men-tion. 
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Big  hearts,  that's  US,  big  thoughts,  that's  us,  but  we're  ver 


I 

mod-est      a  -  bout  it, 
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Men    of   brains  to    do    the  think-  ing.    And  the  bur-dens    to   bear  without  shrink-ing, 
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For    the  church  de  -  pends    on      just    such   men.  That's  us, 


I 

that's  us. 
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(Committee  exits  after  song.) 
(Enter  sexton  and  ivife.) 

Riley— They're  making  a  big  fuss  over  the  minister's  birthday  but  they've  forgotten  entirely  that 
mine  comes  on  the  same  day. 

Sally— Don't  judge  too  quickly,  Riley.  Maybe  they  will  surprise  you.  Remember  they  gave  you  a 
present  five  years  ago. 

Riley— And  they've  forgotten  I've  had  a  birthday  ever  since  then.  I've  served  this  church  to  the 
best  of  my  ability  for  nearly  twenty  years.    Haven't  the  pews  been  always  free  from  dust?  Haven't 
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the  windows  been  washed  every  week  and  has  the  church  bell  ever  failed  to  ring  on  a  single  Sunday 
morning  ?    Squire  Dawson  told  me  day  before  yesterday  he  set  his  watch  by  the  church  bell. 

Sally — Squire  Dawson's  a  good  friend  of  yours,  Riley.  He  knows  when  your  birthday  comes  and 
I'm  sure  he'll  remind  the  trustees  that  they  ought  to  give  you  a  present. 

Riley— They  always  remember  the  minister.  I  tell  them  the  sexton  is  just  as  much  importance  as 
the  minister  and  some  of  them  act  as  if  they  didn't  agree  with  me. 

Sally -Who? 

Riley— Oh,  several.  If  Deacon  Stump  comes  around  tell  him  the  door  knob  on  the  door  that  goes 
into  the  Sunday  School  room  is  broke  again. 

Sally— (J-s  he  exits)  Be  careful  you  don't  fall  down  those  cellar  steps  again,  Riley.  {Enter  Stump.) 
Good  evening,  Mr.  Stump.    Riley's  just  gone  out. 

Stump— Tell  him  when  he  comes  in,  that  some  say  the  church  was  too  hot  last  Sunday  and  some  say 
that  it  was  too  cold.  He'll  have  to  see  that  it's  a  little  cooler  for  some  and  a  little  warmer  for  the 
others,  (exits.) 

Sally— (Jumps  up  in  amazement  and  looks  off  after  him.)   Well!  of  all  things!   {enter  Squire.) 
Squire— How  do  you  do,  Mrs.  Crackers,  how's  Riley? 

Sally— Riley's  pretty  well,  but  there's  lots  of  things  he's  really  needing.  You  remember,  of  course, 
that  Riley's  birthday  comes  on  the  same  day  as  the  minister's  and  I  was  saying  to  myself,  sposin'  the 
Squire  or  some  of  the  trustees  should  ask  me  what  would  be  nice  to  give  Riley  for  a  birthday  present  and 
I  just  thought  I  wouldn't  be  able  to  say,  because  he  wants  so  much. 

Squire— Ahem!— er— How  would  a  nice  new  broom  do  ? 

Sally— Oh!  No!   He's  got  brooms. 

Squire— I  guess  he  doesn't  wear  out  very  many. 

Sally— What  say,  Squire  ? 

Squire — The  weather  seems  to  be  moderating. 

Sally— But,  Squire,  I  want  to  caution  you.  If  the  trustees  should  be  so  good  as  to  give  Riley  a 
birthday  present,  don't  surprise  him  too  much.  He  can't  stand  as  much  as  he  used  to.  I  read  in  the 
paper  yesterday  about  a  church  that  gave  their  sexton  a  purse  of  twenty-five  dollars  and  it  was  nearly 
too  much  for  him. 

Squire— What,  the  money? 

Sally— No,  the  shock. 

Squire— Oh!  {starts  to  exit.) 

Sally— Riley  needs  a  new  watch  pretty  bad.  {Exits  after  Squire.  Enter  Ladies'  Aid  ivith  cigar  box  con- 
taining profits  from  the  festival.) 

Maria — Count  it  over  here  and  then  we  can  soon  tell  how  much  we've  made.  {Enter  Mrs.  Jackaivay 
aud  Rowena.) 

Mrs.  Jackaway— How  much  did  you  make  on  the  festival,  Maria  ? 
Pansy— We  haven't  counted  it  yet. 

Mrs.  Jack. — I  hear  the  choir  will  have  to  give  an  entertainment  to  get  what  the  committee  needs. 
I'm  going  to  see  Prof.  McWiggle  and  tell  him  that  Rowena  would  like  to  sing  a  solo.  We're  going  to 
send  her  to  a  conservatory  of  music  next  year.  By  the  way,  have  you  heard  what  they  are  going  to  give 
the  minister  ? 

Alberta — No,  they  are  keeping  it  a  secret. 

Mrs.  Jack. —So  I  heard,  but  I'll  find  out.  I  have  a  way,  you  know,  of  finding  out  everything. 
Come!  Rowena! 

No.  4.    CHORUS— Ladies'  Aid. 


COUNTING  UP  THE  PROFITS. 

Unison.  M.  M.  J  =  76. 
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Counting  Up  the  Profits.— Continued, 
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buck  -  le  to  work;  For  there's  nothing  that  we  can  -  not  do, 
need  for  their  work,  Although  sometimes  the  dol-  lars    are  low. 


if  you  doubt  it  we'll 
we  have  plen  -  ty  of 
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prove  it  to  you.  We  make  all  our  own  ice  -  cream,  and  we  serve  just  the  biggest  straw- 
good  sense  to     show;  There's  two  kinds  of  cents,  you    know,    and  we've  got  just  the  spe- cies  that 
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ber  -  ries  in  town;  Do  you  won- der  they're  waiting  to  buy, 
mon  -  ey  can't  buy,Thereis    al-ways  good  sense    in    our  Aid, 


Till,  the  La  -  dies'  Aid 
So     our    dol -lars  are 
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sale     is       nigh.  |  There's  one,  and    one  makes     two,     And  five  more  makes  sev- en  I' 
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sure.  Here's  ninety-eight  cents  in  nick-les  and  cents,  Here's  a  cent  with  a  hole,  that's  poor, 
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Here's  just    a     dol  -  lar 


dimes. 


Four  dol  -  lars    in   quar- ters,  that's  fine. 
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*  If  voices  are  available,  have  each  line  of  refrain  sung  ae  Solo  by  different  voices  as  the  money  is  counted,  and  all  join  in  the  last 
two  lines.    Otherwise  all  may  sing  entire  refrain.  1  0 


Counting  Up  the  Profits.— Concluded. 

'  A  ll  Voices. 
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The  count  is  all  straight,There's  twelve  ninety-eight, Ev'ry  cent  has  been  made  by  our  Aid. 
( Exit  after  song.    Enter  committee. ) 

Squire— I  expect  you  want  to  know  why  I've  insisted  on  secrecy  in  regard  to  the  minister's  present. 
Others — We  certainly  do. 

Squire — [After  assuring  himself  that  there  are  no  listeners,  tvldspers  to  them  hoarsely)  It's  this  way.  t  If  Mrs. 
Jackaway  finds  out  what  we  are  going  to  give,  she'll  run  and  tell  him  just  like  she  did  last  year,  and  the 
safest  way  is  to  keep  it  a  secret. 

Temperance— She  just  met  me  a  few  minutes  ago  and  tried  to  pump  me. 

Philomon — And  me  too.  She's  pretty  clever,  I  almost  let  it  out.  She  thinks  we  are  going  to  give 
something  big. 

Squire — Oh!  here  she  comes.    {Enter  Mrs.  Jackauxu/  and  Roweaa.) 

Mrs.  Jack.— Oh!  here  you  are.  Just  the  people  I  want  to  see.  Squire,  this  is  the  first  time  you've 
seen  Rowena  since  she  graduated  from  the  Normal  School,  and  Squire,  your  prediction  has  come  true, 
she  has  blossomed  into  a  handsome  girl.  Mr.  Jackaway  always  said  she  favored  me  and  you  were  quick 
to  perceive  it.  Squire.  When  anyone  asks  me  who  is  the  leading  citizen  of  this  county,  I  always  answer 
"Squire  Dawson".    {The  others  nudge  each  other.) 

Squire— You  flatter  me. 

Mrs.  Jackaway — I  hear  you've  decided  on  the  minister's  present.  Mrs.  Shrubb  says  it's  an  easy 
chair  and  Mrs.  Wilkins  says  it's  a  silver  service  and  Mrs.  Mulberry  says  you're  asking  for  so  much 
money,  it  must  be  an  automobile  and  then  I  said  I'd  go  straight  to  the  Squire  himself,  he'll  tell  me. 
{Giving  him  her  best  smile.) 

Squire — Ahem!  You  see;  it's— er— er — a  secret  and  we're  not  telling  any  one. 

Mrs.  Jack.— I  knew  it  couldn't  be  an  easy  chair. 

All— No! 

Mrs.  Jack. — Then  I  was  sure  it  wasn't  a  silver  service. 
All-No! 

Mrs.  Jack.    And  some  say  the  minister  wouldn't  look  well  in  an  automobile. 
All  Yes! 

Temperence— They'll  change  their  minds  when  the  present  is  given  to  him.  He'll  look  a  little  odd 
at  first  but  they'll  soon  get  used  to  it. 

Mrs.  Jack.— Ah!  the  cat  is  out  of  the  bag.  It's  an  automobile!  Wasn't  that  clever  of  me?  Row- 
ena, we  must  get  automobile  bonnets  for  they'll  be  sure  to  ask  us  to  take  the  first  ride.  Rowena,  you 
hurry  home  and  see  if  we  have  anything  we  can  make  over.    {Rowena  exits.) 

No.  5.    SONG — Mrs.  Jackaway  and  Chorus  of  Committee. 

THE  WEAKER  SEX. 

Solo.  M.M.  J  —  100.  Chorus,  unison  Solo. 

1.  They  call    us     all    the  weak-er    sex,  it's  false,     it's  false,  Here's  just  one  case  is 

2.  You  think  I'd  fear  three,  lit  -  tie  men, they're  weak, we're  weak,    I'll   han- die  them  with 

3.  It's   plain    to    me   that  wom-an's  voice  should  rise,  should  rise.  They'd  solve  the  grav  -  est 
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The  Weaker  Sex.— Continued. 


plain,  you'll  all  a 
ease  they  are  so 
ques  -  tions    all  so 


gree, 
vain, 
neat. 
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When  none  could  guess  this  se  -  cret  gift,  I  said; 
They  won't  sus  -  pect  my  clev  -  er  scheme,  I  said; 
If      they  could  vote  there's  not    a   doubt,  I  said; 


Chorus.  ^ 


Solo. 


Oh  yes,  she  said; 
Oh  yes,  she  said; 
Oh    yes,    she  said; 


I'll  find  it  out  right  quick,  de  -  pend  on  me  .  . 
It  takes  three  men  to  match  one  wo  -  man's  brains. 
The  men  could  find      a     place    on     the    back       seat.  . 
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Refrain.  Solo.  m.  m.  J.  =  80. 
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Now  was- n't  that  clev  -  er    of      me?    Ver-y    clev  -  er,  oh,  yes!  ver  -  y  clev  -  er, 
J       I       I       I  -  .1  I 


Solo.  1^  Chorus.  ^ 

I  make  no  mis -takes  you   all      see,   None  what- ev  -  er,    oh    no!  none  what-ev  -  er. 
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For  when   a    wo  -  man  makes  up   her  mind,There's  no  use   try  -  ing   to  change  it,  you'll  find. 


The  Weaker  Sex. — Concluded. 


Chorus. 
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For   it  can't   be  changed  by  all   man- kind;  No   nev  -  er!  I'm  sure,    No  nev  -  er! 
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Squire — Good  day,  Mrs.  Jackaway.  {After  nudging  each  other,  they  exit.) 

Mrs.  Jack.— I  never  supposed  they  would  go  to  the  expense  of  an  automobile.  They  must  have  got 
a  second-hand  car  very  cheap.    {Enter  minister  and  wife. ) 

Matthews— Ah!  Mrs.  Jackaway.    You're  looking  well. 

Mrs.  Jack. —That's  what  they  all  say,  Mr.  Matthews;  and  some  are  even  more  flattering.  And  Mrs. 
Matthews  here,  too.  Have  you  recovered  from  your  lumbago?  I  always  put  on  two  or  three  porous 
plasters  right  away  if  I  feel  anything  like  that  coming  on.  There's  only  one  thing  against  them,  they're 
so  hard  to  get  off.    I  guess  a  quick,  hard  jerk  is  the  best  way. 

Matthews— How's  Mr.  Jackaway? 

Mrs.  Jack. — As  well  as  usual.  He  had  the  toothache  all  last  night.  He's  always  saying  he  has 
piore  things  to  put  up  with  than  most  men. 

Mrs.  Matthews— Tell  him  he  ought  to  be  thankful  he's  escaped  the  lumbago,  although  I  suppose 
there  are  even  worse  things  than  lumbago. 

Mrs.  Jack.— Oh!  by  the  way,  Mr.  Matthews,  I  want  to  congratulate  you.  Isn't  this  your  birthday  ? 
{Shaking  hands.) 

Matthews— Yes,  I'd  almost  forgotten  it,  though. 

Mrs.  Jack.  —  You  must  look  for  surprises  on  your  birthday  if  you  are  a  minister.  You  remember  the 
birthday  present  we  gave  you  last  year.  Wasn't  it  a  beauty?  There's  something  in  the  air  again  this 
year  but  we  want  it  to  be  a  complete  surprise. 

Matthews— Er— eh— er— 

Mrs.  Jack.— Now  don't  coax  me  to  tell  you  what  it  is,  for  I'm  pledged  to  secrecy.  But  it's  going 
to  be  something  a  little  nicer  than  you've  ever  had  before,  but  I'm  afraid  you  can't  run  it.  There!  I've 
let  it  out.    It's  an  automobile.    Don't  tell  anyone  I  told  you.  {exits.) 

Mrs.  Matthews— Timothy!   What  will  we  ever  do  with  an  automobile  ? 

Matthews— I  guess  we  can  manage  it.  There's  no  good  reason  why  a  minister  shouldn't  have  an 
automobile  as  well  as  other  people. 

Mrs  Matthews— But  you  forget  about  your  eyes.  They've  been  giving  you  so  much  trouble  lately, 
it  will  surely  interfere  with  you  running  it. 

Matthews— I'll  have  to  get  a  pair  of  goggles  like  the  others  wear.  Perhaps  I'd  better  go  right  out 
and  inquire  about  them  now.  And  you  must  have  an  automobile  duster,  Ketuiah,  all  the  ladies  wear 
them.  I'll  get  one  for  you.  {Starts  to  go  but  comes  back.)  Say,  Keturah,  it'll  be  quite  a  joke  on  them 
when  I  pull  out  the  goggles  and  put  them  on.   They  think  they're  going  to  surprise  me.  {Exits  chuckling.) 

Mrs.  Matthews— (Caife  after  him)  Get  a  duster  with  large  buttons,  Timothy.  They  look  more  styl- 
ish.   {Exits  opposite  side.    Enter  Professor  and  Choir  followed  by  Mrs.  Jackaway  and  Eoicena.) 

Prof.  McWiggle— Our  choir  is  filled  up  now,  Mrs.  Jackaway,  and  for  this  reason  I'm  afraid  we 
can't  make  room  for  Rowena.    What  does  she  sing? 

Mrs.  Jack. —She  sings  everything,  soprano  or  alto,  and  her  last  music  teacher  said  she  might  develop 
into  a  tenor. 

Rowena— He  also  said  I  was  fitted  for  grand  opera,  but  my  size  was  against  me. 

Mrs.  Jack.  — Somebody  said  you  were  going  to  give  a  cantata  ''The  Garden  of  Dreams."  I  know 
Rowena  could  act  the  principal  part  in  that.  She  dreams  almost  every  night  for  I  hear  her  talking  in  her 
sleep. 

Professor— You  have  been  wrongly  informed,  Mrs.  Jackaway.  We  were  considering  "The  Garden 
of  Dreams"  but  we  finally  decided  on  "The  Bells  of  Bethany",  a  sacred  cantata.  Miss  Dupree  has  the 
soprano  part  in  that  and  Miss  Dillahay  will  sing  the  alto  and  there  are  no  other  parts  left.  We  are  going 
to  have  lady  ushers  though,  and  maybe  Rowena  would  be  an  usher. 

Mrs.  Jack.— What!  with  such  a  voice  as  she  has!  Stooping  to  be  an  usher.  {Walks  out  haughtily, 
followed  by  Rowena.    Enter  Squire. ) 

Squire — Has  anyone  seen  anything  of  the  minister?  We've  bought  the  present  and  we're  going  to 
present  it  to  him  here. 

Retta— Mrs.  Matthews  said  he'd  gone  down  to  an  automobile  store,  but  she  didn't  say  what  for. 
Squire— I'll  find  him.    Stay  here  after  your  rehearsal. 

Professor — Now  open  your  books  to  page  five.  We'll  try  the  opening  chorus.  Now  don't  be  afraid 
of  it.    Sopranos,  watch  that  repeat  in  the  last  measure.    Are  we  ready  ? 
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The  Bells  of  Bethany.— Continued, 
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in  thee,    Star  of  the  East,  Shine  on  our  path,   light  all  our  way.  Guide, 
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guide  us    a -right    lest  we  should  stray,  All  our  hearts  bow     in      wor-ship  to  -  day. 
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Hope  springs  a  -  new       this  birth-  day  morn.       In     all    our  hearts        Je  -  sus    is  born. 
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Oh!    Star  of  the  East, 


Shine  in  oar  hearts,  Make  it 


a   home   where     Je-sus   is  known. 
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Ring!  Ring!  Ring!  Ring!  Chiming  bells, 


it 
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mu-sic  tells,  Tell's  a 


gain  the  manger's  glo  -  ry,   tells  a -gain    redemption's  sto  -  ry. 
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The  Bells  of  Bethany. — Concluded 
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let    your   silv  -  'ry     ech  -  oes  swell,  Swell  the 


lizt 


S5 


~  J 


Interlude. 


D.  S.  cd  Fine. 


'■St 


— \  ? 

songs  this  day  we  raise,  Swell  our  grate-  ful  notes  of  praise. 
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{After  song,  enter  committee  followed  by  minister  and  wife  and  Ladies^  Aid.  Rivers  carries  a  box  containing  the 
silk  hat.    The  minister  also  has  tivo  bundles. ) 

Squire — Ha!  Ha!  Minister.  I  guess  you  did  not  expect  to  see  such  a  cro\Yd  here,  did  you?  You've 
forgotten  it's  your  birthday,  but  in  that  box  we've  got  something  that's  going  to  help  you  remember 
it.    {Here,  the  minister,  who  has  been  carrying  his  bundles  prominently,  suddenly  tries  to  get  them  under  his  coat. ) 

Matthews — Ahem! — Er — Er.  You  take  these  bundles,  Keturah.    Am  I  supposed  to  say  something? 

Squire — Not  yet.  Not  till  I  get  off  my  speech.  I've  worked  on  this  speech  three  days  and  I  expect 
to  give  it.    {Gets  upon  the  chair.    Enter  Mrs.  Jackaway  and  Rowena.) 

Mrs.  Jackaway — Oh!  the  Squire  is  about  to  speak.  I  always  predicted  the  Squire  would  go  to 
Congress  some  day. 

Squire — {Clearing  throat)  Friends  and  fellow  citizens,  you  have  honored  me  in  asking  me  to  make 
this  presentation  speech  of  a  gift  to  one  you  all  love,  {all  dap  hands).  Birthdays  come  but  once  a  year. 
Only  once.  {He  refers  to  his  notes.) 

Mrs  Jackaway— Doesn't  the  Squire  say  some  bright  things  ? 

Squire— But  you  have  also  honored  your  minister  by  asking  me  to  make  this  presentation  speech, 
for  as  far  as  I  know,  no  one  so  prominent  in  the  community  as  myself  has  ever  consented  to  make  a 
speech  of  this  kind  before.  We  national  characters  are  Usually  too  busy  with  affairs  of  state,  {applause) 
Now  I  want  to  say  that  we  are  proud  of  our  minister.  He's  a  member  of  the  ministerial  unfOn  of  this 
city,  but  he's  been  lacking  in  one  thing  {applause)  and  he's  been  elected  President  of  the  County  Sunday 
School  Association  but  there's  one  thing  he's  needed  to  fill  this  position  acceptably,  {applause)  For 
years  he's  been  a  director  of  the  Board  of  Foreign  Missions,  but  we  all  know  that  he' was  deficient  in  one 
thing,  (applause)  But  now  we  are  glad  to  say  that  we  are  able  at  last  to  supply  this  deficiency.  At  no 
little  sacrifice  of  time  and  money;  and  let  me  say  right  here  that  there  are  a  few  subscriptions  yet  un- 
paid, {applause).  I  repeat  it,  at  no  little  sacrifice  of  time  and  money,  we  are  glad  to  be  able  to  present 
you  with  a  reminder  which  will  help  you  to  remember  your  fiftieth  birthday.  May  you  have  fifty  more 
of  them,  {applause)  We  have  seen  you  wear  an  old  cap  when  you  went  to  the  ministerial  union,  we 
were  embarassed  when  you  wore  a  straw  hat  to  the  October  Sunday  School  convention,  and  mortified 
when  you  woi*  a  slouch  hat  to  the  meeting  of  the  State  Board  but  all  this  is  past  and  I  now  have  the  pleas- 
ure of  presenting  to  you,  step  right  here,  minister,  {minister  stands  in  center  front)  I  now  have  the  pleasure 
of  presenting  to  you  the  finest  silk  hat  that  money  can  buy.  {applause.  Rivers  places  hat  upon  his  head) 
Many  happy  returns  of  the  day.    {Mops  his  brow  as  he  steps  down.) 

Minister — (  Using  his  handkerchief  to  ivipe  away  the  tears)  I  suppose  you  are  expecting  me  to  say  some- 
thing but  this  has  surprised  me  more  than  I  can  tell  you.  {crying)  I'm  overcome  with  your  kindness, 
and  I'm  so  happy,  I  can't  keep  from  crying.    {Cries  and  Mrs.  Matthews  lets  out  a  loud  sob.  Applause). 
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No.  7.    CHORUS  AND  SOLO— For  Minister  and  Soprano. 

MANY  HAPPY  RETURNS  OF  THE  DAY. 
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We  gath-er  here  to  eel  -  e-brate  your  birth-day  joys;  An-oth-er  mile-stone  is  passed, may  it 
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not  be    your  last,  May  you  gar  -  ner      ma  -  ny,  ma  -  ny  more. 
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May  you  live  just  to 
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see  an  -  oth  -  er  fif  -  ty 
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May  your  days  be  both  hap  -  py  and  thrif  -  ty 


So  with 
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rit  ,  lad  time  only. 


Fine. 
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laugh-ter  and  song  we  will  drive  care  a -way,  Ma-ny  hap  -  py   re -turns  of  the  day. 
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It  is -n't  the  num-ber  of  our  years  that  makes  a  birth-day  bright,  Nor  silv-'ry  locks  so 
It    is -n't    a    life  of  hon-ors  gained  that  makes  a  birth-day  bright,    Nor  gloating  o'er  the 
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Many  Happy  Returns  of  the  Day,— Concluded. 
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long  re- vered,  that  meas-ures  our  de  -  light; 
wealth  at-tained,  that  meas-ures  our     de  -  light; 


It's   more  than  that,  it's  how  we've  lived. 
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It's  what  we've  done,  and  what  we  give,  It's  the  kind  of     a  heart  we  have  with -in 
•  -0-  I  ^  ^  


that 
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Repeat  as  Full  Chorus.  \ 
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Interlude.  Not 
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makes  the  birth  -  day  bright. 
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makes  the  birth  -  day  bright. 
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aSoZo,  Soprano.  M.  M.  J.— 80. 
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So  with  laught-  er    and   song    we  will  drive    care     a  - 
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way; 
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Minister — Now  you're  all  invited  over  to  the  house.  We'll  have  some  ice  cream  and  cake.  {The  hat 
is  left  on  the  table.    All  exit  left.) 

Enter  from  right,  Sexton  and  wife) 

Riley— There  they  go  over  to  the  minister's.  I  expect  it's  some  kind  of  an  eat,  but  they  never  think 
to  invite  the  old  sexton  and  his  wife. 

Sally — (Sees  hat)  Don't  judge  them  too  quick.  Riley,  see  here.  Here's  a  card  on  it.  {reads)  "Many 
happy  returns  of  the  day." 

Riley — Is  it  for  me,  you  think? 

Sally — It  must  be.    They've  all  just  left  here  and  they've  meant  it  for  a  surprise. 

Riley — (Picks  up  the  hat)  I  used  to  wear  one  of  these  when  I  was  younger,  but  there's  a  good  many 
things  I'd  rather  have  than  this. 

Sally — Tut!  Tut!  They've  given  it  out  of  the  goodness  of  their  hearts  and  I  wouldn't  have  one  of 
them  know  that  you'd  like  something  different.    It  might  offend  them. 

Riley — That's  so,  they're  pretty  good  to  me  after  all.    How  do  I  look,  Sally? 

Sally — (Gets  a  looking  glass  and  holds  it  up  in  front  of  him)  Just  like  you  did  when  you  came  a  courtin' 
me,  forty  years  ago.    There  wasn't  anybody  handsomer  'round  these  parts. 

Riley— And  I  haven't  changed  much  yet,  have  I?  If  it  was'nt  for  these  grey  hairs,  I'd  look  just 
as  young  as  I  ever  did.    Ha  !  {slaps  hand  on  knee)    I'll  do  it  ! 

Sally— Do  what  ? 

Riley— Wear  the  hat  down  to  the  convention.  I've  got  an  invitation  to  attend  the  Vacuum 
Cleaners'  Convention  and  I'll  go  all  waxed  up.  They've  got  a  lot  of  nice  ideas  for  cleaning  churches  and 
one  of  the  fellows  wanted  me  to  come  down  and  see  what  I  thought  of  them  'cause  he  said  he  knew  I 
was  well  posted  on  dust.    (Admiring  himself  in  glass.)  I  wonder  how  they  knew  what  my  size  was. 

Sally— If  you're  going  to  wear  that  hat,  you  must  change  your  tie.  Here,  this  red  one  will  look 
line.  (She  ties  on  a  loud  red  neck  tie)  Now  take  care  of  yourself,  Riley,  don't  let  any  of  those  city  fellows 
interest  you  in  any  sure  thing  mining  stocks. 

Riley — I  guess  I'm  sharp  enough  for  them.  (Exits) 

SalJuY— (Calling  after  hi7n)  Riley!  Riley!  Be  careful  you  don't  brush  that  hat  the  wrong  way. 
(Exits.) 

END  OF  PART  ONE. 


PART  TWO. 


(Preceding  the  Chorus^  the  minister  enters  hurriedly,  looking  all  over  for  his  hat,  and  exits  excited- 
ly.   Keturah  enters  immediately  after,  searching  also  and  exits.    The  rest  then  enter  and  sing  chorus.) 


No.  I.    OPENING  CHORUS. 

LOST,  STRAYED  OR  STOLEN. 


Chorus.  M.  M. 


J- 


72. 


Humming. 


1.  Now  blow  all  the  whis  - 

2.  We've  questioned  police  - 

3.  It's  sure-ly  pro-vok 


tles     let   ev  -'ry  one  hear, 
men,  we've  talked  with  the  Mayor, 
ing,  we're  crushed  atone  stroke, 

A  I  1 


Chorus. 
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-0  0- 
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And   tell   all   the  peo   -  pie 

Now  would  you  be  -  lieve  it 

We  can't  buy  an  -oth   -  er 


the  hat's  dis  -  ap 
they  don't  seem  to 
for  we   are  all 


peared 
care  ? 
broke. 


-3^ 


During  hummingr  all  scratch  heads  and  frown  deeply  as  if  intently  thinking  out  the  whereabouts  of  the 

19 


hat. 


Humming. 


Lost,  Strayed  or  Stolen.— Concluded. 

Full  Chorus. 
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But    where  . 


this    or  that 

-J-.  


is    this  miss  -  ing  hat, 


It 


seems 


to  have 


strayed    with-  out  brains  or     sense,  Told  none  where  it  went. 


It 


III 
leaves 


not 


r  r 


sing  -  le      clue.        It       must       have  had  wings  and  flew, 


I'll 


think.  .  .  naught  but 
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one  comes 
—if  » 


I  I 
that  . 


til 


some 


back 


With  the  miss  -  ing  hat. 


{They  exit,  looking  for  hat.) 

{Enter  Minister  and  wife.    Minister  carries  bnndles.) 

Matthews — Strange,  I  can't  remember  where  I  left  that  hat.    {Scratches  head.) 

Keturah — I  guess  they'll  think  you  didn't  appreciate  it  very  much  to  loose  it  so  soon. 

Matthews— That  isn't  the  only  thing  that's  worrying  me.  What  am  I  going  to  do  with  these 
goggles.  {Puts  them  on.)  And  worse  yet,  here's  a  pair  of  automobile  gloves  that  smart  clerk  insisted  I 
should  buy.    Have  you  tried  on  that  automobile  duster  I  bought  for  you  ? 

Keturah — {Putting  it  on  and  admiring  it)  It  just  fits.  I  guess  it's  a  lucky  thing  that  birthdays  only 
come  once  a  year.    {Enter  suddenly  the  Committee.    Minister  makes  strenuous  efforts  to  hide  his  tilings.) 

Philomon — We've  looked  all  over  and  we  can't  find  any  hat. 

Squire — Well,  well.  Minister,  you  must  be  going  out  for  a  ride.  Don't  let  us  detain  you,  go  right 
along. 
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Matthews— (  Very  much  embarrassed)    No  !    No  !    I  was  just  trying  these  on  to  see— to  see — 
Squire— To  see  if  you  could  find  the  hat  ? 
Rivers — Can  you  see  better  with  those  goggles  ? 
Matthews — Now  you  see,  it  was  this  way — {enter  all  the  cast). 

Professor— We've  searched  the  place  and  there's  no  hat  to  be  found.    {Enter  sexton) 
Squire— There's  the  hat,  right  now,  on  Riley's  head. 

Maria — Why,  Riley  Crackers,  what  right  have  you  to  wear  the  minister's  new  hat? 
Sexton — Eh — er— er— I  thought  it  was  for  me.    You  see,  this  is  my  birthday,  and  I  found  the  hat 
here,  and  the  card  on  it  said  "Many  happy  returns  of  the  day"  and  of  course  I  thought  it  was  for  me. 
Matthews— A  very  natural  mistake. 
Mrs.  Jack— I  suspected  this  all  the  time. 

Squire — Well,  Mr.  Crackers,  we  want  you  to  know  we  haven't  forgotten  you  on  your  birthday,  and 
I  have  the  honor  to  present  you  this  new  style  mop.    Pass  over  the  hat  and  I'll  give  you  the  mop. 

Riley — Thank  you  !  Thank  you  !  I'll  have  to  break  the  news  to  Sally,  but  I  wouldn't  want  any  of 
you  around  when  I  break  it.  That  hat  seemed  to  fit  me  pretty  well  when  I  first  tried  it  on,  but  it  don't 
seem  to  fit  me  at  all  now.  i  couldn't  wear  it  anyhow  if  it  was  mine.  {The  choir  exits,  as  Mrs.  Jackaway 
starts  to  go,  she  leans  over  to  Maria. ) 

Mrs.  Jack.  —  Have  you  any  use  for  an  automobile  bonnet? 

Maria — I  should  say  not.    I've  never  been  out  in  one,  I'm  afraid  of  them. 

Mrs.  Jack.— I  bought  all  the  material  for  making  one.  Cost  me  over  three  dollars.  I'll  sell  it  all 
for  fifty  cents  if  you  know  anyone  that  wants  it. 

Maria — I'll  speak  to  our  garbage  man.    He  tells  me  his  wife  wants  him  to  get  an  automobile. 

Mrs.  Jack. — It's  very  kind  of  you,  Maria.  Oh  !  That  reminds  me,  you  must  come  over  and  hear 
Rowena  sing  a  selection  from  "The  Roses'  Prayer."    I  never  heard  anything  like  it.  {Exit.) 

Riley— That  reminds  me.    I  never  told  you  all  about  that  church  mouse.    I'll  tell  you  now. 


No.  2.    SOLO.— For  Sexton,  with  Chorus  for  Ladies'  Aid. 


THE  LITTLE  CHURCH  MOUSE, 


Solo.  M.  M.  J.—  80. 


i 


end, 

sleep, 

kind. 


p3 


1.  I    sat     in  church  one  Sunday  morn  'twas  near  the  sermon's 

2.  The  church  mouse  said;  now  look  around  and  see  the  ones  a  - 

3.  He  jumped  a  foot    it  served  him  right  and  all  those  of  his 

 '  ^ 


A  lit- tie  church  mouse  told 
The  Par-son  must  be  some- 
Whofind  a  big  hat  that's 


i 


i  J  J 

me  some  things  for  we're  the  best  of 

what  depressed  when  he  tries  hard  to 

just    a  screen  where  they  can  hide  be  - 

i  > 


friends,  I  asked  him  what  he  found  to   eat  in 

preach.  And  there's  the  Dea- con  snor-ing  too;  that 

hind.  Just  then    I  heard    a   loud  "A -men!"  I 

1  . 


such  a  queer  re  -  treat.  He  said;  I  lived  on  pea-nuts  that  the  members  bring  to  eat. 
mouse  the  lit  -  tie  plague,  Skipped 'round  and  went  a-hopping  up  the  Dea-con's  trousers  leg. 
jumped  like  I  was   struck,  For  I    had  just  been  dreaming  and  the  "A-men"  woke  me  up. 
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The  Little  Church  Mouse. 

Refrain.  Joyously  m.  m.  J  =  108.  .  v 


Concluded. 


3 
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And  then   I  burst  out  laugh-ing  with  Ha!  halha's!  I  shook  all    o  -  ver;    I  laughed  so  ma  -ny 
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Ha!  halha's!  I    nev  -  er     can  look    so  -  ber,    The  con  -  gre- ga- tion  all  turned 'round:  They 


2t 


m 
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turned  to  look    at   me,     But  I  could  not  stop  from  laughing  for    it   real  -  ly  tick  -  led  me. 

 ^- 


Chorus. 


Ha!  ha!    ha!    ha!   ha!    ha!     I'm     full     of  laughs  you    see.      Ha!  ha! 


ha! 


ha!  ha! 


i 
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ha!    He's   full    of  laughs  you  see. 


Symphony. 
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I  I  ^  -  ■    '  ■  ^  Z^. 

{After  song  the  Ladies'  Aid  exits  leaving  Professor  McWiggle  and  Choir.) 

Professor— We  must  run  over  the  hymns  for  Sunday.  The  minister  promised  to  bring  the  list  to 
me  here.  While  we're  waiting,  we'll  decide  on  the  date  for  the  entertainment.  {There  is  a  sudden  out- 
burst. One  says  he  can't  be  there  Monday  nigld,  another  says  she  can' t  be  there  on  Tuesday,  and  others  object  to 
different  nights  until  every  night  in  the  'week  is  objected  to. )  How  about  Monday  night?  {There  is  another  outburst 
of  disappro  ixd. ) 

Retta— None  of  us  could  come  on  Monday  night,  Professor. 

Professor— I'm  sorry,  for  Mrs.  Mulberry  informs  me  that  if  we  have  the  entertainment  on  Monday 
night,  we  are  invited  afterwards  over  to  their  ice  cream  parlor  for  refreshments.  They  can't  accom- 
modate us  any  other  night  because  they're  too  busy. 

Retta— I  believe  I  could  get  there  on  Monday  night.  {Others  say:  ''Maybe  T could  too,  Monday  nighfs 
all  right  for  me'"  etc.) 

Professor— I  guess  we  can  set  it  for  Monday  night,  the  fifteenth,    {Enter  Olga.) 
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OhGA— {Much  out  of  breath  and  visibly  excited)    Oh!  I'm  late,  but  I've  just  had  the  shock  of  my  life. 

All— What's  the  matter? 

Olga-  Oh  !  It's  awful,  I'm  all  upset. 

All— Tell  us!    Tell  us!   You  must! 

Olga— Oh!  I  hate  to  begin  it.  I  was  just  passing  the  minister  out  in  the  vestibule,  and  what  do 
you  think  happened  ? 

All — We  can  never  guess.    Go  on!    (One  starts  to  fan  her.) 

Professor— He  handed  you  the  hymn  numbers,  I  expect. 

Retta— You  don't  mean,  Olga,  that  he  kissed  you  or  anything  like  that? 

Olga— No!   indeed!   You  know  I'm  engaged!   I'll  tell  you!   Just  as  I  was  passing  him,  he  put  on 
his  new  silk  hat.    {She  settles  back  in  her  chair  with  an  air  of  disclosing  a  great  secret.) 
All — Ah !    ( TJiey  breathe  a  deep  sigh  of  disappointment. ) 
Professor— Is  that  all? 

Olga — All?  No,  indeed!  {All  lean forvmrd  again  eagerly)  Just  as  he  was  was  putting  on  his  hat, 
something  dropped  out  on  the  floor  and  before  I  could  pick  it  up  and  hand  it  to  him,  he  had  gone.  And 
what  do  you  think  it  was? 

All— We  can  never  guess.  Tell  us,  quick! 

Professor — It  was  the  hymn  numbers  I  expect. 

Olga— No!   It  was— Oh!   I  hate  to  tell  it. 

All — Olga,  you  must  tell! 

Olga — Yes,  it  is  my  duty.    It  was  an  envelope  containing  two  circus  tickets. 

All — Oh!    {^With  horrified  looks)    Who  would  ever  suspect  him  of  it! 
Olga— Here  they  are.    {All  crowd  around  to  look.) 
Professor — Ah!  here  he  comes,    {enter  the  minister  with  hat.) 

Matthews— How  do  you  do.  Professor.  Here  are  the  hymn  numbers  for  Sunday.  Sorry  to  have 
kept  you  waiting. 

Professor— That's  all  right. 

One  of  Choir — {Hoarse  whisper)    Speak  to  him  about  the  tickets.  Professor. 

Retta — {Aside  to  Professor)    It's  your  duty.  Professor,  to  ask  for  an  explanation. 

Olga— He  can't  deny  it  when  I'm  right  here.  {Others  nudge  Professor  and  urge  him,  he  shakes  his  head 
vigorously,  but  after  much  hesitating  starts  in. ) 

Professor — Er— er— I — I — that  is — we — we — have  been  surprised — I  mean — we — we — wish  to  con- 
gratulate you  on  your  fiftieth  birthday.  {The  others  who  have  been  bending  forward  expectantly,  drop  back 
with  a  jerk. ) 

Matthews — Thank  you,  thank  you,  Professor.  I  presume  you  represent  the  entire  choir  and  I 
thank  them  also.  But  while  I  am  happy  in  reaching  another  birthday,  there's  a  lot  of  sadness  connect- 
ed with  it  because  I'd  like  to  stop  them  if  I  could.    {Places  the  neiu  hat  on  table  before  singing.) 

No.  3.    SOLO  — Minister. 

BACKWARD,  TURN  BACKWARD. 
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I  J-* 


1.  Back-ward, turn  back- ward,  oh!  Time   in  your 

2.  'Twin'd  'round  my  heart-strings  in  days  that  have 

3.  Back-ward, flow  back- ward,  oh!    tide    of  the 


1 — V 


flight, 

flown, 
years, 


If 


Make    me       a      boy     a  -  gain,   just    for     to  -  night, 
Are    youth's  ma  -  ny  friend-ships,  none    I      dis  -  own; 
And     kiss    from    my   fore-head,  shad-ows    and  tears; 


Let      me  stand 
And      I  look 
There's  the  grey 


^     #  p- — 

I 
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Backward,  Turn  Backward.— Concluded. 


_  ^  _ 


once    a  -  gain  at   the  old  school  gate,  Help  me  to 
back  to- night  and  think  of   the    joy      Of   those  dear  days 
in     my  hair,  oh,  brush  them  from  sight.  Let    me    be  young 


:1c 


44 


find       my  old  read  -  er  and  slate, 
that     I  knew  when  a  boy. 
a-  gain,  just  for   to  -  night. 

I 


tp 


Chorus. 

A  trifle  faster, 
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But  tho'  I    im-ploreand  en-treat  Father  Time,  He  hur-ries  right  on  with- out  heed- ing,  For 


rit. 


a  tempo. 


fain  would  I   stop  him  if  just  for    a   day.  But  he  seems  not  to  no  -  tice  my   plead  -  ing;  He 
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(^ZZ  applaud  after  song  and  they  follow  him  as  he  goes  out,  the  minister  leaving  his  hat.) 
Professor— Fine  !    Fine  !   You're  not  too  old  yet  to  sing,  anyhow.    {Olga  is  the  last  one  out.) 
Olga — Half  crying)— What  am  I  going  to  do  with  these  tickets— somebody  take  them— I  don't — want 
—them.    (Exit  left.    Enter  from  right  the  Ladies'  Aid.) 

Maria— Isn't  it  awful,  they  say  the  tickets  dropped  right  out  of  the  hat. 
Alberta — I'll  say  one  thing,  I  never  saw  him  to  a  circus  in  my  life. 
All— Mrs.  Shrubb  !    Do  you  go  to  all  of  them  ? 

Mrs.  '^ylrubb— {Gets  very  much  embarrassed)  Well!  I — I — did  take  our  little  Willie  to  the  last  one, 
just  to  see  the  animals. 

Pansy— Do  the  trustees  expect  to  ask  him  for  an  explanation  ? 
Mrs.  Shrubb— They  surely  will  when  they  hear  of  it. 
Pansy— Has  Mrs.  Jackaway  heard  of  it? 

Maria— She  will.    Why,  there's  the  hat  now.    Maybe  there's  something  else  in  it,  who  knows? 
Pansy— Would  it  be  wrong  for  us  to  look  in  it  ? 

Mrs.  Shrubb— Certainly  not,  if  we  find  anything.    If  we  don't  find  anything,  it  would.  {They 
examine  the  hat  and  raise  the  lining.    Maria  gives  a  little  scream  and  pulls  out  a  letter. ) 
Maria— A  letter  !  and  dated  only  last  week. 
Others— Read  it !  24 


Maria— (Reading)  "My  dear  Timothy"  !  (stop  as  others  give  exclamations  and  look  at  each  other  significantly) 
**Why  don't  you  write  to  me  oftener?  It  seems  like  ages  since  I  have  had  a  letter  from  you,  and  if  you 
knew  how  I  watch  and  wait  for  them  and  then  read  them  over  and  over  again,  you  surely  would  not 
forget  me  like  you  do.  When  will  you  get  a  chance  to  come  see  me  again?  I  am  longing  for  you  as 
everything  is  so  dull  when  you  are  away.  Write  to  me  for  I  am  waiting.  Some  day  when  you  are  all 
mine,  I'll  never  let  you  go  away.    From  yours  lovingly,  Rebecca." 

Pansy — Well,  I  never!  {others  all  start  talking  at  once) 

Maria— Well,  it's  a  cute  little  letter  anyhow. 

Alberta— Yes,  it  takes  me  back  to  my  courting  days.    I  wish  I  was  back  there  once  more. 
Maria— What  am  1  going  to  do.    I've  asked  the  minister  to  tea  to-morrow  night.    I've  been  fussing 
and  fixing  now  for  a  week  getting  ready  for  it. 
All— Oh!  Have  him  of  course. 

Pansy — It's  a  big  time  at  our  house  when  the  minister  comes  to  tea. 
No.  4.    SONG-Maria  and  Ladies'  Aid. 

WHEN  THE  MINISTER  COMES  TO  TEA. 


Solo,  Maria.  M.  M.  J 


96. 


Oh,  such  a  time  of 
Ma's  baked  a  lot  of 
We  sweep  the     par  -  lor 


fix  -  ing     up,  when  the  Min  -  is  -  ter  comes  to 
pies  and  cakes,  they're  the  kind  that  we  sel  -  dom 
car  -  pet   clean,  and  we  pol-  ish  the    sil  -  ver 


tea.  For 
see.  Oh! 
spoons.  The 
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ev  -  'ry  thing  is  spick  and  span  and  as    shin  -  y     as  can 
I    tell  you  we're  right  in  luck,  when  the  Min-is- ter  comes  to 
nap-kins  are    all  sort  -  ed  out   and  the   holes  all  darned  by 
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We    all  put    on  our 
But  when  we're  asked  to 
For  Pa's  been   o  -  ver 


Sun  -  day  clothes  and  our  com-pa  -  ny  man-  ners  too, 
have  some  more, no!  thank  you,  we've  been  taught  to  say, 
to       the  store  and  he  bought  the  best  chick-en  there. 


And  we  talk   a-  bout  church  and 
And  we  try   to  act   just  as 
For  the  Min  -  is  -  ter  likes  that 
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day  School  un  -  til   the  meal  is  through, 
we  had  these  good  things  ev  -'ry  day. 
of    all,    I   know  there's  none  to  spare. 
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When  the  Minister  Comes  to  Tea. — Concluded, 
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We're  all  as    dif- fer-rent  as    can    be,  When  the  Min-is- ter  comes  to  tea. 
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Maria — Just  leave  that  hat  where  it  is  and  we'll  put  this  letter  back  where  we  found  it  and  then 
when  the  opportune  time  comes,  we'll  put  it  on  exhibition.    (.4//  exit.    Enter  minister  and  sexton) 
Matthews— I'm  looking  up  my  hat  again,  have  you  seen  anything  of  it,  Riley? 
Riley— I  guess  that's  it  over  there  on  the  table. 

Matthews — I'm  proud  of  that  hat,  I  appreciate  it  more  than  any  present  I  ever  received.  [Smooth- 
ing it. ) 

Riley — I  was  proud  of  it  too,  as  long  as  I  had  it.  I've  got  a  brush  you  can  use  on  it.  I'll  get  it  for 
you.     {exits. ) 

Matthews — Undoubtedly  the  finest  hat  in  the  State.    {Enter  committee.) 

Squire— Glad  to  find  you  here,  minister.  The  committee  wish  to  give  a  little  memento  to  your  wife 
also;  a  slight  token  of  our  appreciation  of  her  service  to  the  church.  The  minister's  wife  is  often  for- 
gotten in  affairs  of  this  kind  and  we  thought  the  occasion  of  your  birthday  would  be  a  good  time  to  pre- 
sent a  gift  to  her. 

Rivers— But  the  trouble  is,  we  can't  think  of  anything  appropriate. 

Stump — Some  of  the  ladies  suggest  a  nice  linen  duster.  They  say  she  travels  on  the  cars  with  you 
a  lot  and  she  needs  one. 

Squire — We  knew  she  hadn't  any,  but  we  thought  we'd  speak  to  you  about  it  first.  If  you  don't 
think  the  duster  would  be  appropriate,  state  your  reasons. 

Matthews— Ahem  !    Er — er —  I  haven't  heard  her  say  anything  about  a  new  duster  lately. 

Squire— Then  it  will  be  a  complete  surprise.  The  Ladies'  Aid  will  present  it  to  her  at  the  meeting 
to-night.    We  want  this  to  be  a  birthday  you'll  never  forget.    (Exit  committee.) 

Matthews—  {Wiping  off  perspiration  and  looking  after  them)  I  guess  there's  no  doubt  but  what  you  will 
succeed.    {He  is  standing  with  hat  in  hand.    Enter  Timothy  Winkle. ) 

Winkle— Aha!  So,  I've  found  you.  It's  been  a  long  chase  but  you're  cornered  at  last.  Now  pass 
over  that  hat. 

Matthews— I  don't  understand  you. 

Winkle— Come  !   Don't  play  any  of  the  innocence  act.    There's  people  that  saw  you  walk  off 
with  that  hat.    If  you  pass  it  over  peaceable,  all's  well,  but  if  you  don't,  I've  got  a  policeman  handy. 
Matthews— Do  you  mean  to  say  this  is  your  hat? 
Winkle— That's  what  I  do. 
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Matthews— My  friend,  you  are  very  much  mistaken.  This  hat  is  a  birthday  present  just  presented 
to  me  to-day  by  my  people  here. 

Winkle— Come!  Come!  Do  you  expect  me  to  swallow  any  such  yarn  as  that?  That  hat's  mine  and  I 
can  prove  it.  Here  !  {grabs  it  out  of  his  hand  and  feels  hurriedly  inside)  Ah  !  Thank  Heaven  !  It's  safe  ! 
It's  a  pretty  good  hiding  place.  (Fulls  out  five  one  Imndred  dollar  bills  and  fashes  it  in  Matt  hevs  face.)  There  ! 
Five  hundred  dollars  !  Just  where  I  hid  it.  That  saves  you  but  you  ought  to  be  jailed,  if  I  wasn't  so 
kind  hearted,  you  would  be, 

Matthews — (very  niuch  confused)  There  must  be  some  mistake  ! 

Winkle  — Bah  !  Mistake  is  too  good  a  good  name  for  it.  Say!  You  certainly  can  look  innocent. 
I'm  a  lucky  man  to  get  it  back  so  easily.  {Starts  to  go.)  Hold  !  Maybe  you've  stolen  my  letter.  {Feels 
hurriedly  la  hat)  No!  It's  here  {reading)  "My  dear  Timothy"— just  the  best  girl  in  the  world.  I'll 
send  the  hat  you  left  behind  right  over.    Good  Day.  {Exits) 

Matthews — {Enter  Mrs.  Jackaway  and  Mowena)  0  !  Mrs.  Jackaway,  I'm  all  upset  !  Have  you  seen 
the  Squire  ? 

Mrs.  Jack.— No,  but  I've  seen  the  Professor  and  he  positively  refuses  to  give  Rowena  the  principal 
part  in  the  cantata.  {Matthews  starts  to  speak.)  Now  I  know  just  what  you're  going  to  say.  You'll  tell 
me  that  Rowena  has  a  splendid  voice,  just  like  you've  done  before,  but  I  want  you  to  tell  it  to  the  Pro- 
fessor and  not  to  me.  (Minister  starts  to  speak.)  Now  wait  !  and  tell  him  also  that  we  can  get  another 
man  to  lead  the  choir  if  he  can't  appreciate  good  voices  when  he's  got  them  right  at  his  finger's  ends. 
Of  course,  Rowena  isn't  overly  anxious  to  sing  but  we  want  her  to  keep  in  practice. 

Rowena— I  am  anxious  to  sing,  Mother.  {Mrs.  Jackaway  turns  to  whisper  and  argue  with  Erjivena  and 
Matthews  embraces  the  opportunity  to  slip  out  unobserved. ) 

Mrs.  JaCK. — {Turning  suddenly)  If  Rowena's  voice  isn't  just  as  good  as— as— as — why  !  he's  gone  ! 
Well,  I  never— {Enter  Professor  and  choir.) 

Professor— We  must  rehearse  that  first  chorus  again.  We've  got  to  sing  it  better  than  we  have 
been  doing. 

Mrs.  JacK. — Oh  !  Professor  !  Here's  a  chance  for  Rowena  to  show  you  just  what  she  can  do.  She's 
got  her  music  with  her  and  she  might  consent  to  sing.  I  know  you'll  all  want  to  hear  her.  {All  signify 
they  want  her  to  sing.) 

Professor -If  Rowena  will  be  so  kind  ? 

Mrs.  Jack.— It's  a  selection  from  II  Trovatore,  I  think  all  of  the  great  singers  sing  it. 
No.  5.    SOLO— Rowena  and  Choir. 

THE  ROSES'  DREAM. 


1.  There's  a   nook    I  know  where  ros  -  es  bloom,  Where  the  air     is  filled  with  sweet  per-fume; 

2.  Through  the  long  and  sul  -  try  sum-  mer  days.  When  my  rose  would  droop  'neath  burning  rays, 
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The  Roses'  Dream. — Concluded. 
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knight  of  old,  Wand' ring  in  the  gar- den  will  stoop  and  pluck  it  there.  For  his  la  -  dy  fair, 
aught  but    I    Then  my  rose  would  wither,he'll  nev-er  pluck  it  there.  For    his   la  -  dy  fair. 
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would  you  tell,  secrets  which  you  long  have  known.  Rose,  so  fair,  blooming  there;  If  your  dream  comes 
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*  Refrain  is  repeated  by  Rowena,  and  Soprano  voices  only  sing  the  echo. 


Mrs.  Jack. — She  never  sang  better.  Now  Professor,  tell  me  the  truth.  Hasn't  she  got  the  finest 
voice  you  ever  heard. 

Professor — Well  !  Ahem  !  Rowena's  got  beautiful  hair,  Mrs.  Jackaway.  And  she  always  looks 
so  well  in  all  her  dresses  that  I  suspect  you  make  all  the  selections  for  her.  {Mrs.  Jackaway  appears 
complimented.    Enter  Keturah. ) 

Retta — Here's  Mrs.  Matthews.    You  can  give  it  to  her.  Professor. 

Professor— Yes,  Mrs.  Matthews,  the  choir  thought  a  special  brush  for  the  new  silk  hat  would  be 
very  nice  for  the  Minister  to  have.  It's  a  mark  of  confidence  in  him.  Try  it  on  the  hat,  it  does  the 
work. 

Keturah— Well,  the  last  time  I  saw  the  minister,  he  was  excitedly  hunting  for  the  squire  and  as  he 
hurried  past  me,  he  said  he  had  no  hat  now.    It  was  gone.    I  don't  understand  it. 
All— The  hat  gone  ? 

Keturah— And  his  birthday  not  over  yet.    Isn't  it  provoking  ? 

All— Where  has  it  gone  ? 

Keturah— That's  what  I  want  to  find  out. 

Olga — {Aside  to  others)  Maybe  he's  found  out  the  tickets  are  missing.  {Enter  committee.) 
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Keturah— Oh!  Squire,  the  Minister  is  looking  all  over  for  you. 

Rivers— Well,  he'd  never  found  us.  We've  been  down  in  the  cellar  seeing  if  we  had  any  coal  left 
over  from  last  winter. 

Squire— By  the  way,  Mrs.  Matthews,  here's  some  initials  for  the  minister's  new  hat.  "T.  M." 
Stick  them  in  on  the  band.  If  you  have  your  initial  in  your  hat  there  can't  anyone  else  run  off  with  it 
by  mistake. 

Keturah— The  hat's  the  reason  for  his  anxiety  to  find  you,  Squire.    The  hat  is  gone. 

Squire- Somebody  stolen  it!   That's  the  result  of  getting  such  expensive  presents. 

Keturah— I  haven't  found  out  what's  become  of  it.    He's  anxious  to  see  you  about  it. 

Squire— We'll  have  to  go  find  him  and  get  an  explanation.    [Enter  Ladies'  Aid.) 

Maria— Where's  the  minister  ?    Is  he  here  ? 

Squire— No.    He's  out  somewhere,  looking  for  me. 

Alberta— Where  is  the  new  hat  ? 

Squire— It's  gone.    But  where,  nobody  knows. 

Keturah— What  did  you  want  of  the  hat  ? 

Pansy— It's  something  very  important,  but  we  can't  tell  until  we  get  the  hat. 

A-LBERTA— {Aside  to  Maria)  Do  you  suppose  that  letter  had  anything  to  do  with  the  disappearance  of 
the  hat  ? 

Maria— Perhaps. 

Keturah— Squire,  you'll  have  to  solve  this  mystery.  I  don't  see  why  anyone  would  want  to  take  a 
birthday  present. 

No.  6.    SONG — Squire,  Committee  and  Ciiorus. 

STOP!  LET  ME  THINK. 
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Squire— Now  the  first  thing  to  do,  is  to  find  the  minister  and  get  an  explanation  from  him.  We'll 
all  start  out  in  different  directions  and  we'll  be  sure  to  find  him.  {All  exit  left.  Enter  from  right,  Riley  and 
messenger  boy  who  brings  the  hat  in  a  box. ) 

Riley— Did  you  say  this  was  for  me  ? 

Tommy— You're  the  one.  I  was  told  to  bring  it  right  here  to  the  church.  Medium  tall  man,  dis- 
tinguished looking,  grey  hair. 

30 


Riley— I  guess  that's  me.    Where  did  it  come  from? 

Tommy— From  the  Vacuum  Cleaners'  Convention.    Fifty  cents,  please. 

Riley— Fifty  cents  !   For  a  package  like  that? 

ToMMy— 'Taint  the  size  of  the  package,  it's  my  time.  That's  what's  valuable.  {Riley  gives  him 
money  and  he  exits. ) 

Riley— Oh  !  ( Enter  Sally. ) 
Sally— What  is  it,  Riley  ? 

Riley— A  package  for  me.  From  the  Vacuum  Cleaners'  Convention.  I  expect  it's  a  present.  The 
fellow  down  there  seemed  to  be  quite  taken  with  me  and  he's  probably  sent  me  up  a  souvenir  broom  or 
something. 

Sally — That's  a  wrong  kind  of  a  package  for  a  broom,  Riley. 

Riley— It  may  be  a  new  kind  that  don't  need  any  handle.  They  had  some  wonderful  things  down 
to  that  convention. 

Sally— Open  it,  quick.    Let's  see  what's  in  it.    {They  open  the  box  and  Riley  takes  out  hat.) 
Riley— Another  hat!    Well!  Well!  Well!    Two  hats  in  one  day. 
Sally— That  looks  just  like  the  other  hat  you  had. 

Riley— So  it  does.  {Scratches  his  head.)   Somebody  must  be  playing  a  trick  on  me,  but  I  wont  bite. 
I've  been  fooled  on  one  hat  today  and  I  don't  believe  I  want  a  hat  anyway.    I  prefer  a  mop. 
Sally— You're  more  fortunate  than  the  Minister.    You've  had  two  hats  and  he  hasn't  any. 
Riley — Birthdays  are  queer  things.    Somebody  else's  birthday  wont  do  for  me. 


No.  7.    DUET— Riley  and  Sally. 

EVERY  LITTLE  BIRTHDAY. 
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oth  -  ers  there  are  both  wealthy  and  thrif-ty,  And  at  fif-ty  years  old  some  are  blithe  and  gay,  While 
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Every  Little  Birthday.— Concluded. 

Refrain.  Sally.  Riley. 
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The  days    go  swift -ly    by,  No  thought  from  you  or  I, 
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A  s  birthdays  come  and   go ; 
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Ev-'ry    lit  -  tie  birthday  has    a  mean-ing  all  it's  own, 
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Two  birth-days  ex  -  act  -  ly     a  -  like  there  nev  -  er   has  been    known.  For  your  birth-day  and 
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my  birthday  to-  mor-row  may  be      due, The  day's  the  same  but  there's  a  dif-fer-ence  too. 
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( TTie?/  fzi^  after  song,  taking  the  box  but  leaving  the  hat  on  the  table.  Enter  all  talking  at  once,  the  minister  lead- 
ing, talking  to  committee.) 

Sq,\JIRE—  (Using  handkerchief  to  fan  himself)  I've  nearly  run  my  legs  off  looking  for  you. 
Minister— And  I've  been  looking  everywhere  for  you. 

Mrs.  Jack. — You  don't  mean  to  tell  us  that  the  fine  hat  we  gave  you  has  disappeared?  {Taming 
to  others. )  All  our  labor  and  worry  been  wasted. 

Minister— I  presume  an  explanation  is  in  order.  You  see,  I  was  standing  right  here  near  this  table, 
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holding  the  hat  in  my  hands  and  I  was  just—  [He  has  been  edging  near  the  table  and  his  eye  finally  lands  on 
the  hat.)    Why!  there's  the  hat  now! 
All— What! 

MiNiSTER-(rw.s  ?7  ow)  That's  the  hat!   That's  mine!    Well!  Well!   This  is  puzzling. 
Squire — {Still  puffing)  You've  had  me  chasing  you  up  about  that  hat  for  the  last  half  hour  when  it's 
been  here  all  the  time. 

Maria — {Examines  hat  hurriedly,  running  her  hand  inside,  then  turns  to  the  Ladies''  Aid  members  and  shakes 
her  head  knowingly)  We  might  have  expected  it. 

Mrs.  Jack. — I  went  in  every  house  for  three  squares  inquiring  for  the  minister's  hat.  I  don't  care 
for  myself  but  Rowena  was  with  me  and  she  was  nearly  overcome.  We  have  to  be  so  careful  of  her, 
since  her  voice  has  attracted  so  much  attention. 

Minister— Come!  Come!  Let  me  explain.  I  was  standing  here  with  the  hat  in  my  hand  when  in 
rushed  a  very  angry  man  and  demanded  that  I  pass  over  the  hat. 

All— What! 

Minister— He  said,  "I  saw  you  walk  off  with  that  hat  and  if  you  don't  return  it  peaceable,  I've  got 
a  policeman  handy." 
ALL-Oh! 

Minister— Of  course  I  objected,  and  then  to  prove  it  was  his,  he  grabbed  the  hat  and  pulled  out  of 
the  lining,  five  one  hundred  dollar  bills. 
All — Impossible ! 

Minister — Right  before  my  eyes.  Then  he  said,  if  he  wasn't  so  kind  hearted  he'd  have  me  jailed 
for  a  robber.    {Enter  Riley  and  Sally.) 

All— The  rascal! 

Keturah— My  Timothy,  the  man  we  all  love  and  respect. 

Squire — This  is  quite  a  mystery.  I  bought  that  hat  myself  and  I  brought  it  with  my  own  hands 
straight  over  here.    I'll  have  to  think  this  out. 

Riley — Wont  do  you  any  good  to  exert  your  mind,  Squire.  I  guess  I'm  the  only  one  can  explain  it. 
Minister — Then  do  so  at  once. 

Riley — Well,  you  see,  I  made  a  little  mistake  and  thought  the  hat  you  bought  for  the  minister  was 
a  present  for  me.  I  wore  it  down  to  the  Vacuum  Cleaners'  Convention  and  I  suppose  when  I  came  home, 
I  must  have  picked  up  the  wrong  hat,  for  I  remember,  there  was  a  whole  row  of  them  and  they  all 
looked  alike. 

Minister — That  accounts  for  the  man  coming  here. 
All— Go  on!  Go  on! 

Riley— There  isn't  much  more.    While  you  were  out  chasing  up  the  minister  a  messenger  boy 
arrived  with  your  own  hat,  the  one  I  left.    I  guess  I  wont  tell  the  rest. 
All— Go  on !  Go  on ! 

Riley — {Laughing)  Well,  I  thought  it  was  a  present  for  me  from  an  agent  down  at  the  Convention, 
{laughing).    But  when  I  found  it  was  a  hat,  I  was  better  satisfied  with  a  mop. 
Mrs.  Jack. — It's  all  just  as  I  expected. 

Minister — Well,  Riley,  you've  cleared  this  all  up  satisfactorily  and  as  far  as  I  can  see,  nobody's  to 
blame.  But  I'm  not  going  to  let  you  be  satisfied  with  a  mop  for  your  birthday  present.  Here's  some- 
thing from  me.  {Hands  him  goggles  and  gloves.)  And  here's  something  for  Mrs.  Crackers.  Don't  open 
it  until  you  get  home.  I  got  it  for  my  wife  but  she  has  another  now  and  she  wont  need  it.  {Both  express 
thanks  and  RUey  puts  on  the  gloves  and  goggles. ) 

Mrs.  Jack. —Maybe  Mrs.  Crackers  would  accept  a  present  from  me.  {Hands  her  (fidonwhilf  bonnet. 
Mrs.  Crackers  puts  it  on.)   It's  a  new  one  I  made  recently.  I  look  handsome  in  it  but  I've  got  no  use  for  it. 

Olga— I've  got  these  tickets  yet.    Who  am  I  going  to  give  them  to? 

Squire— Well,  Minister,  we  all  said  we  wanted  this  to  be  a  birthday  you'd  never  forget. 

Minister — Well,  I'm  sure  you've  succeeded. 
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His  Birthday  Hat. — Concluded, 


— 


pit   -    a   -  pat, 


It 


I  I 

seems  . 


to  have 


strayed 

-(s!— r  


with  -  out 


1^— 


4=t 


-#  0- 


brains  or    sense,  told  none  where  it    went.      It's  here 

4-4—.' 


-2^ 


and  we're  glad  it's  back, 

I 

-(S—  


-J  ^- 


^  I 


-7^ 

1 


5^ 


No 


scratch  . 

-eS—  


.  marks  it's    glos   -   sy  black. 

I 


-St 


I  1 

We're     pleased  .  .  .     you  see 

4- 


-2^ 




1^  ^ 

 ^ — v- 

^           1  ! 

->»  m  m 

!  1 

1  i 

that, 


we  re  so 


glad 


for    we      dote  ...    on    this  birth- day  hat. 


I 


^  L 


Joyoushj.  J  =  108. 


-fs — ^ — 1^ — ^ 


That 


'I  I 

swhyweburstout  laughing  with  ha!  halha's!  weshakeall   o-ver,    Welaughso  ma- ny 

I 


mm 


— [\ — — [V — -f^-T  ^      |N  1^ 


-N  


^       V      V  i^^^*  

ha!  ha!  ha's!  we   nev-er   can  look    so-ber.  We  thought  the  hat  was  gone  for  good.  But 

I        '        I  J  


34 


His  Birthday  Hat.— Concluded 
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His  Birthday  Hat.— Concluded. 


Refrain.  Solo.  m.u.J,=  80.  Chorus. 
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His  Birthday  Hat.— Continued. 

Committee.  Chorus. 
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His  Birthday  Hat.— Continued. 

For  Minister  and  Soprano. 
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CANTATAS  AND  SERVICES 

FOR  AUL  FESTAL.  OCCASIONS  IN  THE  CHURCH 

Our  long:  experience  in  this  line  of  work  enables  us  to  offer  only  those  that 

are  wanted  and  needed 

HUMOROUS  CANTATAS 


Qamftt  How  the  Sand  Man  fooled 
Oieepy  Oanca  Santa.  Easy  Cantata  for 
small  schools. 


Foxy 


C^Mfs  How  Santa  pretended  he  was  a 
w^ania  stuffed  Santa  and  foolr  !  riul- 


dren.    Full  of  comical  surprises,  and  fairl  ' 
over  with  Christmas  cheer. 

What  Happened  to  Santa  {.'^i^ii's 

turned  the  old  Miser  into  a  rag  doll  and  how  Santa 
makes  him  a  man  again.  Teaches  the  right  kind  of 
giving  at  Christmas, 

S^»%t.m^m  fUil'v  im  Uow  Santa  carried  off  the 
aniA  5  miX-Up  ^rong  basket  by  mistake 
and  the  strange  thing  the  basket  contained.  One  of 
the  most  humorous  plots  ever  devised  for  a  Cantata. 
Very  funny. 

Why  Santa  u  Happy  fi-  &;J"& 

Eskimo's  God  of  Happiness,  and  Santa's  timelv  res- 
cue. Woven  around  the  central  thought  of  making 
others  happy. 

Santa's  UtUe  Boy  l-S'd.'tf.'hlifm'^X 

his  annual  trip.  rri-.Mv  srrs  nr.l  ■\<>r-^  ^,,tiir  '\\irrr 
things,  and  the  ch\\ 

ache.  Teaches  the  ..i.-i:.,:,  w,.,..  k- 
of  happiness  we  give  away,  tlic  mure  wc  have  lelt. 

Santa's  Santagrams  S.T'r^n^.'I^.,^! 

plots  ever  devised  for  a  Can»  >  >  '  '  '  * 

Selfo  is  suspected  of  intcrferitu 

wireless  messages,  and  a  nunilu  i 

start  out  to  capture  the  giant.  The. 

much  on  self,  and    had   to  be  rc- 

Teaches  that  forgetting   self  is  tlu    im  i 

happiness. 

Prices  of  above— Siny'i'      <       ■  ic.  per  do/..  : 

SACRED  CANTATAS  FOR 
CHILDREN 


The  Sign  in  the  Sky 


I  \rv.  A.I  .V 

idea  in  sacred 
Cantatas  for  children.  Suggested  by  the  story  of 
"The  Other  Wise  Man."  The  Christmas  story  told 
in  such  a  different  way  that  it  caniic*  f  '  i>1-  )m  . 
Edifying  and  instructive  as  well  as  ei 

The  Song  in  the  Air  ^liier 

sacred  Cantatas.    Impressive  story  of  clu  i 
the    hills  of    Bethlehem    on  that  first  « 
Beautifully  suggestive  of  the  thought  that  seivu  is 
dearer  to  God  than  adoring  gifts. 

Prices  of  above— isc.  single  copy;  $1.50  per  doz. 

NEW  CHRISTMAS  SERVICE 

Containing  the  best 
collection  of  Christ- 


The  Gift  Eternal 

mas  carols  it  lins  bren  mir  t)tivi!rfrr  t' 
an  assortmeiK  ! 
a  Christmas  d  1 
pajitomime  diili    .un!  t,s-j  .tpic 
tatidiis, 

S  cents  each;  S5<-.  (ioz.   Free  sample. 


ith 


HIGH  CLASS  CHURCH 
ENTERTAINMENTS 

We  make  a  specialty  of  church  entertainrnMita. 
So  written  that  they  can  be  presented  with  pro* 
prietjr  in  any  church. 

THE  NEW  MINISTER 

New  Musical  Entertainment  for  Churches.  Sun* 
day-schools,  Ladies*  Aids  and  Young  Peoples'  Socie- 
ties  connected  with  the  church.  Humorous  story  of 
the  arrival  of  the  new  minister  to  his  new  field  of 
labor.  All  the  funny  things  that  happen  and  don't 
happen  when  the  new  minister  comes  to  town. 

MINISTERS  EVERYWHERE  rRONOUNCE  IT 
THE  BEST  ENTERTAINMENT  FOR  CHURCHES 
EVER  PUBLISHED 

An  interesting,  dignified,  churchly  entertainment, 
which  wilt  attract  big  audiences  and  bring  money 
into  empty  treasuries.  Fifteen  musical  numbers  and 
plays  a  full  evening. 

OUR  MINISTER'S  HONEYMOON 

Second  in  our  series  of  deservedly  popular  church 

cntettrnntnrnts  The  minister  has  a  bi^  church  wed* 
dine  '     iting  to  start  on  his  honeymoon 

will  l  egin.    Through  a  misunderstand* 

ing  lit  IS  i(  fi  r  i  to  change  his  destination  three  time*, 
to  tlie  chagrin  of  some  of  his  flock,  who  had  <-rt>l 
word  on  ahead  that  he  had  just  been  married,  lliuh 
r'ass  Immor  and  some  eccentric  characters.  Not 

'  '   'or.-ite  as  the  New  Minister,  the  musie 

;      .nnd  the  cast  requires  only  a  few  male 
'    s.    iCxtreniely  well  adapted  for  church  pro> 
>M  .itid  destined  to  become  very  popular- 
i,,  f  copy  of  either  of  the  above,  60 cents. 
I  .x.itiiination  copy  sent  for  five  cents  postage.  To 
be  returned  promptly  or  paid  for. 

OUR  BUSY  LADIES  AID 

Very  popular  and  easy  rntert r^inment  for  young 
people  made  up  as  old  ch  r  i  "  Comical  account 
of  how  the  Aid  Society  "  ^  'lie  new  piano  for 
thr  rhiirch  by  clipping  c<Mii>on«,  dom  a  New  York 
fi-  n'cr.  Few  or  many  characters  and  the  mu- 
inbers  mostly  choruses.  Not  as  long  an  eo* 
tert  uiiinent  as  the  New  Minister,  one  half  as  mans^ 
musical  numbers  and  issued  in  a  cheaper  form. 

FIFTEEN  MILES  FROM 
HAPPYTOWN 

Dewberry  Green  agrees  to  take  the  delegates  to 
the  county  convention  in  his  new  sight-seeing  auto, 
which  he  has  made  over  from  an  old  hay  wagon. 
Sometimes  autos  go  and  sometimes  they  don't. 
Thi.s  one  didn't,  but  the  delegates  had  a  good  time, 
and  so  will  any  audience.  Innocent,  wholesome  fun 
and  a  good  moral. 

Siiu'l'-  r  M  v  of  either,  35  cents;  $3.50  per  doz. 

1     .  )!!  copy  sent  for  three  cents  po8tM«* 

To  i.c  i .  '  1;  iicd  promptly  or  paid  for. 


BINGHAM-RADCUFFE  CO. 


Church  and  Sunday-school  Specialties 


MILLVILLE 


NEW  JERSEY 


